Si: Lancelot was the bravest and most famous knight in all the world. Far and

country had been shrouded in a silent white blanket of snow-
T T ' Within the castle Sir Lancelot had been seeing the queen in secret and with each
day his love for her had grown. Sometimes their €yves met across the hall as the queen
sat sewing with her ladies. At other times they would brush by each other when

an evil enchantress had thought her too beautiful, He could not say how she had
survived so Jong, but her people now feared for her life.
- Great King, I have made this Journey because my fellow countrymen have heard
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SIR LANCELOT

that one of your knights surpasses all men in strength. courage and goodness, I beg
you, let this knight travel to MYy country, for he alone can rescue this maiden’

The couple moved to sjt down on a stone bench, For some time they were sijen;.
listening to the sound of a founta Playing. But when at last they spoke. it was not of
their love but of the quest that lay before Lancelog. All too soon it was time for them
1o return indoors, Lancelot _rg_sg_and.,,_ta__igingfthe-queerfs—hahd‘.‘f"iﬁ Kissed it~

Guirievere, T must leave you because our love can never bring us happiness, If ]

bench she crossed the garden 10 a woaden door set in the wall. unlacked ¢ passed
through the doorway and was gone, o : - '
By the next momning all was ready for Lancelot’s departure: hjs armour shone, hy,




SIR LANCELOT

his wanderings would lead him there. For many days he rode over open plains and
through thick forests, asking all whom he met where he could find the country of the
unhappy maiden. As he journeyed he stopped only to eat berries growing in the
hedgerows and to drink water from streams; at night he slept in the open wrapped
only in his cloak, his head resting on his helmet. -

For many weeks Sir Lancelot journeyed until one night as he slept, huddled
against his horse for warmth, he dreamt he had reached a bleak and desolate country
where no living thing flourished and all around was devastation. In this dream he
thought he passed through this land until he came in sight of a tower which rose
starkly above the rocky landscape, perched on top of a steep cliff. As he looked
towards the castle the face of a woman appeared, surrounded by fierce red tongues
of fire. She called his name and told him to come quickly. Sir Lancelot awoke with a
start, knowing that this was the land and the maiden he sought. Immediately he
mounted his horse and rode through what remained of the night. and within the
very next day's ride found himself in the ravaged land he had seen in his dream. In
the distance he caught sight of the same castle and, spurring on his horse, he
galloped towards it. As he rode up a group of bedraggled and emaciated retainers
came out to greet him. They hailed him as the man who had corme to save their
mistress, for only the bravest knight would have undertaken this perilous quest.

"Worthy knight." they cried. "how long we have waited for vou to come!’

Sir Lancelor dismounted and was led to the tower in which the maiden was
imprisoned. But the castle-dwellers would on no account enter. Sir Lancelot

bounded up the spiral staircase. As he approached the chamber he felt a great heat

" and saw that all the metalwork on the doars was burning hot. Without a thought fot
himself, he threw his full weight against the doors, at which the locks shattered, the
great bolts fell loose and the doors crumbled to the floor. Great clouds of scalding
steam and smoke poured over him, and through this choking, burning fog he saw
the red flames dancing beneath the tub in which the maiden lay. His eyes began to
stream and holding his hand across his mouth he furnbled his way across the room
to the bath. He plunged his hands into the boiling water and lifted out the maiden,
Looking at her face, he saw she was the woman who had appeared in his dream.

Sir Lancelot’s unselfish and courageous deed had broken the spell and the castle
folk ventured into the tower. Attendants rushed forward to dress their lady. speedily
wrapping her in warm furs. Once clothed, she tumned and thanked the knight who
had saved her. Sir Lancelot told her his name and she asked him to come with herto
her father’s castle so she could reward him for her rescue.

The woman told Sir Lancelot that she was Elaine, daughter of the maimed King
Pelles, and that this kingdom was known as the Waste Lands, When Sir Lancelot
heard this he knew why the land was so desolate. He had heard tales of a country
where the king had received a wound which would not heal. Stranger still, men said
that when the king was maimed his kingdom, too, seemed wounded for it had
withered and rernained barren.
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SIR LANCELOT

pointed teeth. Its forked tongue spat out long red and vellow fames and it seemed to
craw! and writhe endlessly as its breath lit up jts ugly, dark-green, homny scales,

break the lance. fell back dead. : .
The air cleared and Lady Elaine came forward. She led Sir Lancelot into the
chapel where they both knelt and gave thanks to God.
Come, we are near my father's castle.’ said Elaine. They rode swiftly and soon
they came in sight of it.
* But this once-great castle stood half in ruins. Not one of its tall towers stood intact

Sir Lancelot could only marvel at the rysteries of this country. So wrapped in
wonder was he that he did not notice how closely King Pelles was observing him,




SIR LANCELOT

King Pelles was thinking of a prophecy which a wise man had made many vears ago.
He had foretold that his daughter Flaine would bear the child of the finest knight in
the world, and this child would be destined to become guardian of the Holy Grail.
Surely, he thought, the knight now present within his castle was worthy to be father
of such a child. Glancing at his daughter, he could see that she loved her rescuer
already.

When they all sat down to dine that night Dame Brisene, Elaine’s maid, came and
stood behind King Pelles’ chair. She was regarded throughout the land as the most
powerful enchantress, and she told King Pelles quietly how she could make it
possible for the prophecy to be fulfilled.

"There are many rumours,’ she whispered in King Pelles’ ear, ‘of Sir Lancelot's
love for Queen Guinevere, I can, by my magic crafts, make Lady Elaine appear in
the shape of Queen Guinevere and in this guise she can win Sir Lancelot's love.'

King Pelles was troubled by this plan, for it seemed to him base to trick such a
chivalrous knight through witchcraft, But he could not forget what wondrous deeds
the child of Elaine and Lancelot was destined to achieve. With this in mind he
agreed that Dame Brisene should work her magic that very night. And so Lady
Elaine retired with Dame Brisene to the enchantress’s chamber and the magic spell
was cast,

Later that night Sir Lancelot was shown to the guest chamber. A large fire had
been lit; filling the room with a warm red glow. Much fatigued, Sir Lancelot lay
down beneath the warm covers of the bed and stretched out his tired limbs. Soon he

was gently d.riﬁing off to sleep. Then he thought he heard the door creaking and,
: r—openmgf-}ﬁsf"eye“srhe*sa\t.'*a"'sﬁadiiiir'}."”ﬁgii?@ enter the room. As the figure walked

towards him he saw by the light of the fire that it was a woman. As she moved closer
to where Sir Lancelot lay he let out 2 gasp of amazement: it was Queen Guinevere,

"What magic is this? he asked in wonder. "How can you be here? Unless I'm
dreaming, answer me, for ! must know.’ But the figure was silent and would not look
at him. He moved to grasp her hand. His fingers touched, and then he dimly saw',
the ring that Guinevere wore. He was sure that this was indeed the queen. and that
she had at last come to love him.

Next morning Sir Lancelot awoke early. He tumned in his bed and, horror-struck,
he saw the sleeping figure of Elaine by his side. The colour drawned from his cheeks
and, letting out a dreadiful groan, he leapt from the bed. Like a demented beast
trapped in a hunter’s pit, he tried 10 find some way of escape. Elaine surred and
awoke to see him pacing the room in distraction,

"What witcheraft ... 7 What power ... ? What evil has been at work? What wrong
have 1 done? he moaned. He could explain nothing to humself
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must be Sir Lancelot.’

Now when Sir Bors saw Elaine he noticed that the baby she carried in her arms
strongly resembled Sir Lance|ot: obviously more had happened in this strange castle
than King PélIES‘was’pi'eparred to divulge. Deep in thought, he left 1o continue his
search for Sir Lancelot.

from the trees in fright. _ . L o
- 'Lady. the wild man of the woods is lying dead in the forest." she explained. ‘et us
run away,' - B




SIR LANCELOT

For several weeks Elaine nursed Lancelot and would let no other person near
him. In this time he was restored to health. Once recovered. Lancelot felt it hus duty
to stay with Elaine and made no attempt to leave the castle. Elaine's life was now
filled with happiness. and she even tolerated Lancelot's determination never to look
at or ask 1o see his son Galahad. '

News of Lancelot’s discovery eventually reached Camelot. and Sir Bors once
more set out to find him. bringing with him a horse and armour in case Lancelot
should wish to return with him. At length he reached the castie and when Lancelor
had talked with Sir Bors about Camelot he knew he could no longer stay with Elaine
Sir Bors also spoke of the queen. rekindling Lancelot's love for her. And so Lancelot
returned to Camelot. where evervone welcomed him Jovously save the queen. who
had heard about Elaine’s son. But her coldness soon vanished and she found that she
now loved Lancelot with an even greater intensity. "

When Elaine had watched Lancelot leave her for a second time she was so gnef-
stricken that she could not even weep, and before long she grew pale and sick. Then.,

as if in a dream. she took her small son Galahad to a convent and entrusted him to
the care of the nuns, She returned to the castle and took to her bed. Soon she was
near dying and, summoning her ladies, she ordered thern that when she was dead
they should clothe her body in her richest garments, place it in a barge and let the
barge float down the river to Camelot, Finally she wrote a letter which was to be
placed in her hands when she died. ' :

In a little while Elaine died, and her ladies sa y followed her instructions, A

- black-draped-barge-contairing hervorpse was set on the fver ontheedgeof the 77

castle grounds, and the gentle current took it on its journey. Where it passed near the
bank autumn leaves fell into the boat, burnishing Elaine's bady with their fery
colours. _

Finally the barge reached Camelot, where everyone came to look at the beautiful
woman lying in the boat now lodged against the river bank. The letter was taken
from her hands and given to King Arthur. He opened it and read: 'Sir Lancelot,
know that Elaine. whom some men thought fair, never ceased to love you. Mourn
for me and see me buried and pray for my soul as you are a true knight.’

Sir Lancelot did as charged and moumed for this gentle woman who had loved
hirn in vain. But her death cast a shadow over his life which time Was never to erase.




